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EM a Chriſtian of Noble Birth; 
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PART I SCENE I. 


RrciTATIVE. 


Valens. 
IS Dioclefian's natal day. | 
Fogg, throughout the bounds of An- 
tioch, 

A feaſt, and ſolemn facrifice to Jove. 
Whoſo diſdains to join the ſacred rites, 
Shall feel our wrath, in chaſtiſement, or death. 
And this, Septimius, _ you in charge, | 
IR. 


* 


Go, my faithful ſoldier, go, 
Let the fragrant incenſe riſe, 
To ſove, great ruler of the ſkies; 
Cuorvs. 
And draw a blefling down, 
On his imperial crown, 
Who rules the world below. 
Did. Vouchſafe, dread Sir, a gracious ear 
To my requeſt. Let not your ſentence doom 
To racks and flames, all, all, whoſe ſcrup'lous minds 
Will not permit them, or to bend the knee 
To gods they know not, or in wanton mood 
To celebrate the day with Roman rites. 
Val. Art thou a Roman, and yet dar'ſt defend 
A ſet rebellious to the gods and Rome? - 
Did. Many there are in Antioch, who diſdain | 
An idol-off-ring, yet are friends to Cæſar. 
Fal. It cannot be: they are not Cæſar's friends, 
Who own not Czſar's gods. I'll hear no more, 


Alt. 
"Racks, gibbets, ſword, and fire, 
Shall ſpeak my vengeful ire, 
Againſt the fwubborn knee: 
Nor guſhing tears, 
Nor ardent pray is, 
Shall ſhake our firm decree. 
Cunorvus of Heathens, 
For ever thus ſtand fix'd the doom 
Of rebels ta the gods and Rome: 
While ſweeter than the trumpet's ſound; 


Rifes refin'd, and ſoars above the world. 


Their groans and cries are heard around. 


SCENE IL 
1 1 Jad 
+ Moſt cruel edit! Sure, thy 
Septimius, abhors the dreadful taſk mw 
Of perſecution. Ovught we not to leave 
The free-born mind of man, till ever free! 
Since vain is the attempt, to force belief 
With the ſevereſt inftruments of death. 
Alx. | 
The raptur'd ſoul defies the ſword, 
Secure of virtue's claim; 
And truſting Heav'n's — word, | 
Enjoys the circling flame 
No eagints can a tyrant find 
To ſtorm the truth · ſupported alia,” 
RxciTATIVE. 1 
Sep. I know thy virtues, and aſk not thy faithy 4 
Enjoy it as you will, my Didymus. 9 
Tho? not a chriſtian, (for I worſhip Rill | 
The gods my fathers worſhip'd) yet, I own, | if 
Something within declares for acts of mercy. | 
But Antioch's preſident muſt be obey'sd 3 | 
Such is the Roman diſcipline; while we 
Can only pity whom we _—_ not ſpare. 


Deſcend, kind nt heav*nly gueſts 
Deſcene, and fill each human breaſt 
With ſympathizing woe. 
. That liberty, and peace of mind, 
May ſweetly harmonize mankind, 
And bleſs the world below. 
SCENE III. 
Theodora, with the Chriſtians, 
RzciTATIVE. 
Though __ my friends, yet wholeſome are the 
truths 
Taught in affliQtion's ſchool : whence the pure ſoul 


Alx. 
Fond, flatt'ring world, adieu l. 
Thy gaily ſmiling pow'r, 
Empty treaſures, 


Fleeting pleaſures, 


2 i 4 _ 


\ Ne'er ſhall tempt, or charm me more. 
Faith invicing, 
Hope 9d-lighting, 
Nobler joys we now purſue, 
RECITATIVE, + * 

. O bright example of all goodneſs ! 

H.wealy ſeems aff ction's heavy load, 
While thus inſtructed, and companion'd thus, 
As were, with heay'n converſing, we look down 
On. the vain pomp of 5 proſperity! 
Alx. 
Bane of virtue, nurſe of paſſions, 
Soother of vile inclinations, 
Such is, proſperity, thy name, 

True happineſs is only found, 

Where grace, and truth, and love — 

Add pure religion feeds the flame. 

Crogus. 
Come, mighty Father, mighty Lord, 
With love our ſquls. inſpire: 
While grace, and truth, flow from thy word, 
And feed the holy fire, 
SCENE IV, 
ReciTAT1VE. 

Meſ. Fly, fly, my brethrenz heathen rage 
Purſues us ſoft, 

Arm'd with the terrors of inſulting death. 

Tre. Ah! whither ſhould we fly ? or fly from whom? 
The Lord is ſtill the ſame, to day, for ever: 
And his protection. here, and ey'ry where. 

Tho' gath'ring round our deſtin'd heads 
The Gorm now thickens, and looks big with fate; 
Still ſhall thy ſervants wait on thee, O Lord, 
And in thy laving mercy put their truſt, 
Ars, 
As with roſy ſteps the morn 
Advancing, drives the ſhades of night; 
So from virtuous toils well-borne, 
Raiſe thoy our hopes of endleſs light, 
Triumphant Saviour! Lord of day! 
Thou art the life, the light, the way.. 


CRoRUvS.. 
All pow'r in heav'n above, or exrth beneath, 
Belvngs to thee alone, . 


Thou Everlaſting One, 
Mighty to ſave, in perils, ſtorm, and death. 
SCENE . 
Enter Septi mĩus. 
RECITATIVE- 
Sep. Miſtaken wretches ! why thus blind to fate, 
Do ye in private oratories dare 
Oppole the preſident's decree? and ſcorn 
With native rites to celebrate the day, 
Sacred to Cæſar, and protecting Jove? 
Alx 


Dread the fruits of chriftivn folly, 
And this ſtubborn Melancholy; 
Fond of life and liberty. 

Chains, and dungeons are ye wooing, 

And the ſtorm of death purſuing ; 

| Rebels to the known decree, | 

RxctiTATIVE. 
The. Deluded mortal! call it not rebellion, 

That thus we perſevere in ſpirit, and truth, 
To wotſhip Gus ; It is his dread command, 


His, whom we camiot, dare not, Siſobey, 


'Tho* death be our reward. 

Sep.. Death is not yet t doom; 
But worſe than death to ſuch a virtuous mind, 
Which Didymus wants eloquence to praiſe. 
Lady, theſe guards afe order'd Lo convey you, 
To ihe vile endl ace, a proſtitute, to whom | 


Valens thiaks proper to devote your charms. 


| 


TAE OD DO As > oro 


The, O worſe than death Ck 6 me, ye 
guards 
Lead me, or to the rack, or to the flames ; 
I'll thank your gracious —_ 
Alx 


Angels, ever bright, 5 fair, 
Take, O take me to your care: 
Speed to your own eourts my flight, 
Clad ia robes of virgin white. 
[ Exit with Septimius, 
SCENE VL 
Enter Didymus, 
| RxrceITATiva. - 

Did. Unhappy happy crewl--why ſtand you thus 
Wiid with amazement ? ſay, where is my love, 
My kind inſtructor in fair virtue's path, 

My life, my Theodora? Has the tyrant 
Seiz d on his guiltleſs prey ? 

Ire, Alas! ſhe's gone. 

Too late thou cam'ſt to ſaxe, (if in thy pow'r 


To ſave) the faireſt, nobleſt, beſt of women. 


A Roman ſoldier led her trembling hence 
To the vile place, where Venus keeps her court. 
Yet on his brow reluQtance ſeem' d to fit, 
And helpleſs pity bade us. wait our doom. 
Alx. 
Did. Kind Heay'n, if virtue be thy care 
Wich courage fire me, 
Or art inſpire me, 
To free the captive fair. 
On the wings of the wind will I fly, 


1 


[Exit. 
 Rne1TATIVE. 


When virtue prompts the ſteady mind to prove 
The native t:ength in deeds of higheſt honour, 
'  Cuoxvs, 
Go, gen'rous, pious youth, 
May all the pow'rs above 
Reward thy virtuous love, 
Thy conſtancy and truth; 
With 'Theodora's charms, 
Free from theſe dire alarms ; 
Or crown you with the bleſt, 
In glory, peace, and reſt. 


5 


PART II. L 


[ SCENE I. 


RxzxciTATLIVE. 
Valens. 


men of Antioch, with ſolemn p⸗ 
Renew the grateful ſacrifice to Jove : 
And while your ſpngs afcend the vaulted ſkies, 
Pour on the ſmoking altars Roods of wine 
In honour of the ſmiling deities, 

Fair Flora and the A er queen. 
ORVUS, 
Queen of ſummer, queen of love, 
And thou cloud-campelling Jove; 
Grant a long and happy reign 
To great Ceſar, king of men. 
Als, 
Val. Wide ſpread his name, 
And make his glory 
| Of endleſs fame 


The lafting Kory. 


With this princeſs to live, or this chriſtian to die. 


Ire, O love] how great thy pow'r! but greater ſtill, 


r. 


RrcITATIVX. 
Re turn, Septimius, to the ſtubborn maid, 
And learn her fin ir ſolution. | 
I ere the ſun with prone carcer has reach'd 
The weſtern iſles, ſhe 4cizns an offering 
To the great gods, (who ſubjected the world 
To conqu'ring Rome) ſhe ſhall be free, If not, 
The mcaneſt of my guards with luſtful joy 
Shall triumph o'er her boaſted chaſtity, 
| Cnoaus. 
Venus laughing from the ſkies 
Will appizu1 her votarles: 
When ſeizing che treature, 
We revel in pleaſure, 
And revenge ſweet love ſupplies, 
SCENE H. 
Theodora, in her Place of Confinement. 
| REeciTATIVE. 
O thou bright ſun ! how ſweet thy rays, 
To health, and liberty! but here, alas! 
They ſwell the agonizing thought of ſhame, 
And pierce my ſoul with ſorrows yet unknown. 
Alt, 
With darkneſs deep as is my woe, 
Hide me, ye ſhades of night, 
Your thickeſt veil around me throw, 
Canceal'd from human fight. 
Or come, thou death, thy victim ſave, 
Kindly emboſom d in the grave. 
[Symphony of ſoft Muſoct.] 
RxciTATIVE. 
But why art thou diſquieted my ſoul? 
Hark | Heav'n invites thee in ſweet rapt'rous ſtrains 
To join the ever-ſinging, ever - loving choir 
Ot teints and angels in the courts above. 
= Alx. 
O that I on wings cou'd riſe, 
Swiftly ſailidg through the ſkies, 
As ſkims the ſilver dove 
That I might reſt, 
For ever bleſt, 
With harmony and love. 
SCENE III. 
REzc1iTATIVE. 

Did. Long had 1 known thy friendly ſocial foul, 

Septimius, oft experienc'd in the camp, 

And perilous ſcenes of war, when fide by fide 

We fought, and brav'd the dangers of the field, 
Dependenton each other's rm: with freedom, then, 
1 will diſcloſe my mind. I am a chriſtianz 

And ſhe, who by Heav'n's influential grace, 

With pure religious ſentiments inſpir d 

My ſoul, with virtuous love inflam'd my heart: 
Ev'n ſhe, who, ſhame to all humanity! 

Is now condemn'd to public luſt, 

Sept. No more: | 
The ſhame reflects too much upon thy friend, 
The mean, tho' duteous, inſtrument of power; 
Knowing her virtues only, not thy love. 

e Alx. : 

Tho? the honours, that Venus, and Flora receive 

From the Romans, this chriſtian refuſes to give; 

Yet nor Venus, nor Flora, delight in the woe, 

That disfigures their faireſt reſemblance below. 

RICITATIVE, 

Did. O ſave her then, or give me pow'r te ſave 
By free admiſſion to th' impriſon'd maid. 

Sept. © > omg leſs aſham' d of their vile 


0 
Will ſecond your intent, and pleaſure me. 

Did. I will reward them with a bounteous heart, 
And you, my friend, with all that Heav'n can give 


To the ſincetity of pray's, 


T H E OD ORA. 


The clouds begin to veil che hemiſphere, | | 
And heavily bring on the night; the laſt | 
Perhaps to uss Ob! that it were the laſt. 


3 + 

An, © 72 

Deeds of kindneſs to diſplay, 
Pity ſuing, . 

Mercy wooing, | 0 

Who the call can diſobey ? [+ | 

But the opportune redreſs | 

Of virtuous beauty in diftreſs, | 

All earth will praiſe, and Heav'n 179 

SCENE IV, 27 5 | 

Irene wich the Chriſtians, 
REciTATIVE. 704 


To Theodora, ere the fall a prey 
To unexampled luſt and cruelty, 
Alx. | 
Defend her, Heay'n, Let angels ſpread 
Their viewleſs tents around her bed; 
Keep her from vile aſſaults ſecure, 
Still ever calm, and ever pure, 
SCENE V. Theodora's place of confinement, 


| Didymus at adiftance, the Vizor of bis helmet diſclos d. 


REC ITATI VE. | 
Or lull'd with grief, or, rapt her ſoul to heav'n,  ” * 

In innocence of thought, entranc'd ſhe Jiesz 

Her beauty ſhining ftill like Cynthia, 


Riſing in clouded majeſty. [ Approaching 425 a 
A 


IX. 
Sweet roſe and lily, flow'ry form, oth 
Take me, your faithful guard; 
To ſhjeld you from bleak wind and ſtorm : 
A ſmile be my reward. 
ReciTATIVE. | 
The. [ Starting.] O ſave me, Heav'n, in this my 
perilous hour! 1 
Did. Start not, much injur'd princeſs I come 
not \ 
As one this place might give you cauſe to dread, * 
But your deliverer ; ſent by juſt Heav'n 
To ſave the world's unrival'd ornament 
Of virtue, faith, and every chriſtian grace; 
And that dear ornament to Theodora, 
Her angel purity. If you vouchſafe | 
But to change habit with—your Didymus, _. 
Diſcovering b 2 
Tbe. — Excellent youth { þ * e 
I know thy courage, virtue, and thy love; 
And never can conſent they ſhould deftroy. 
Their author. This becomes not Theodora, 
But the blind enemies of truth, Oh, no; 
It muſt net be, Yet Didymus can give 
A boon, will make me happy, nor himſelf. 
Endanger, : | 1 
Did. How! or what? my ſoul with tranſport 
Liſtens to the requeſt. a 
Alx. | 


The. The pilgrim's home, the ſick man's health, 
The captive's ranſom, poor man's wealth, 
From thee I wou'd receive. intra 
Theſe, and a thouſand treaſures more, 
That gentle death has now in ftore, 
Thy hand-and ſword can give. 
REctTATIVE accompanied. 
Did. Forbid it, Heav'n!. 
$hall I deftroy the life I came to ſave ? 
Shall 1 in Theodora's blood embrue , 1 | 
My guilty hands; and give her death, who taught 
Me firſt to live ? 8 
Or ſay, what right have [ iT 
Lo take, what juſt reſſection bids confeſs 
ot at your own difpoſal? Think it tos 


| 


No leſs a crime, if thus ipffesidie 


| Your ſafety you refuſe. Time forbids more: 
Straight then reſolve to gain your liberty, 
Preſerve your honour, and ſecure your life. 
The. Ah Y what is life or liberty to me, 
That Didymus muſt purchaſe with his own ? 
Did. Fear not for me. The Pow'r that ied me 
hither 
Will guard me bence; if not, his will be done. 
The. Yes, kind deliverer, I will truſt that Puw'r 
To bear my pray'r for thee, ſo lately heard 
For Theodora, who had ne er expos'd 
Her friend, to ſhun a danger that concern'd 
Only her life. Farewel, thou gen'rous youth, 
+ Did, Fare wel, thou mirror of the virgin ſtate. 
DvuzT, 
The. To thee, thou glerious ſon of worth, 
Did. To thee, whoſe virtues ſuit thy bii th, 
The. Ze life and ſafety giv n; 
Did. Be ev'ry bicfling giv'n. 
Verb. I hope agen to meet on earth, 
But ſure ſha.l meet in heav'a. 
SCENE VI. 
Irene with the Chriftians. 
* CLAD. 1 
»Tis night, but night's kind blefling is deny“ 
To grief like — can we think of ſleep, 
While Theodora wakes to miſery ; 
And threat*ning death hangs hovering ober our heads! 
Be pray'r our refuge; pray'r to Him who rais'd, 
And ſtill can raiſe; the dead to life and joy. 
Cuoa us. 
He faw the lovely youth, death's early prey; 
Alas! too early ſnatch'd away | : 
He heard bis mother's func1al cries: | : 
Riſe, youth, he faid—the youth begins to riſe; 
Lowly the matron bow'd, and bore away the prize. 


F Aer m, 
Irene with the Cbriſtians. 
| | | Alx. * 2 
| ORD, to thee, each night and day, 
h 


Strong in hope, we ſing and pray: 
Tho' convullive rocks the, ground, 
And thy thunder roll around; 
Still to thee, esch night and day, 
Strong in hope, we ſing and pray. 
'* SCENE. II. 
Enter Theodora, in the Hobit of Didymus. 
REgciTATIVE. 
Tre. But ſee, the good, the virtuous Didymus ! 
Wakeful, as Philomel, with throbbing heart, 
He comes to join with us in pray'r 


For Theodora. | 1-5 
[Theodora, diſcoverin berſelf 
The. Ne; heav'n has heard your pray'rs for Theo- 


dora: . 

Behold her ſafe, Oh! that as free, and ſafe, 
Were Didymus, my kind deliverer ! 
But let this habit ſpeak the reſt. 
| Ain, 
When ſunk in anguiſh and deſpair, 
I cried to Heav'n, Heav'n heard my pray'r, 
And bade a tender father's care 

The generous youth employ. 
The generous youth obey d, and came, _ 
All rapt in love's divineſt flame, h 
To fave a wretched virgin's fame, 

And turn her grief (0 joys 


Is K A. 


| CHoRUus. 
Bleſt be the hand, and bleſt the Pow'r, / 
That in the dark and dangerous hour 

Sav'd thee from cruel ſtrife, 
Lord, favour ſtill the kind intent, 
And ble (s thy gracious inſtrument 
With libeity and life. 

SCENE III. 
RxciTATIVE. 


Virtuouſly proud of reſcued innocence ; 
But vain to ſave the generous hero's life, 
Are all intreaties, e'en from Romans vain, 
And high-enrag'd the preſident proteſts, 
Shou'd he regain the fugitive, no more 
To try her with the fear of infamy, 
But with the terrors of a cruel death. 
Ire. Ah! Theodora, whence this ſudden change 


From grief's pale looks, to looks of redd'ning joy 2 


RECITAT1VE accompany'd. 
The. O my Irene, Heav'n is Lind; 
And Valens too is kind, to give me pow'r 
To execute in turn my gratitude, 
While ſafe my honour. 
Stay me not, dear friend 
Only aſſiſt me, with a proper dreſs, 
That I may ranſom the too generous youth. 
DuzT. 
Ire. Whither, princeſs, do you fly, 
Sure to ſuffer, ſure to die? 
The. No, no, Irene, no; 
To life and joy I go. 
Tre. Vain attempt. O ſtay, O tay, 
The. Duty calls I muſt obey. 
e [ Exit Theodora. 
RzciTATIvE. 


Ire. She's gone, diſdaining liberty and life, 
And every honour this frail life can give. 
Devotion bics aſpire to nobler thing, 
To boundlets love, and joys ineffable. 
And ſuch her expeQation from kind Heav'n., 
Als. 
Ne ſcenes of joy come crouding on, 
While ſorrow fleets away, 
Like miſts before the riſing ſun, 
T hat gives a glorious day. 
SCENE IV, 
Valens  Didymus, 
RxciTaTive. 
Val. Is it a chriſtian virtue, then, 
To reſcue. from the hands of juſtice, one 
Condemn'd by my authority ? 
Did. Such my religion, it condemns all crimes, 
None more than diſobedience to juſt pow'r. 
And had your ſentence, doom'd her but to death, 
I then might have deplor'd your cruelty, 
And not attempred to defeat it. Yet 
I own no crime, unleſs it be a crime 
To've hinder'd you from perpetrating that 
Which wou'd have made you odious to mankind ; 
At leaft the faireſt half, a 
Val. Aye, aye, fond man! 
It was the charms of beauty, not of virtue, 


And lead him to repentance, or—to death. 
SCENE V. 
Enter Theodora. 
RTCcITAT IVI. | 
The. Be that my doom. You may inflict it here 
With legal juſtice, there tis cruelty. 
If blood your angry laws require; behold, 
The principal is come to pay the debt. 


And welcome ſure to Romana the exchange, 


, Meſ. Undaunted in the court ſtands Didymus, 


That prompted you to ſave her. Take him hence, 
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THE OD O RA. 


A warlike hero for an helpleſs maid, 
Sep. 2 there ſuch virtuous courage in the 
ex 

Preſerve them, O ye gods, preſerve them both. 
Ye Romans, join in the requeſt, if e'er 
Lucretia's memory was dear to you, 

Or this your leader's valour and renown, 

Alx. 

From virtue ſprings each generous deed, 

That claims our grateful pray'r, 

Let juſtice for the hero plead, 
And pity ſave the fair. 
Alx. 
Ceaſe, ye ſlaves, your fruitleſs pray 'r; 
The pow rs below 
No pity knaw, 
For the brave, or for the fair: 
Ceafe, ye flaves, your fruitleſs pray'r. 
Didymus to Septimus. 
"Tis kind, my friends; but kinder ſtill, 
If for this daughter of Antiochus, 
In mind as noble as her birth, your pray'ss 
Prevail, that Didymos alone hall die, 
To Theodora. 
Had I as many lives as virtues thou, 
| Freely for thee | would refign them all. 

The, Oppoſe not, Didymus, my juſt defires : 
For know, that *twas diſhonour I deciin'd, 
Not death; moſt welcome now, if Didymus 
Were lafe, "whoſe only crime was my eſcape, 

Cnon vs. 
How ſtrange their ends, 
And yet now glorious; 
Where each contends 
To fall victorious 
Where virtue it's own innocence denies, 
And for the vanquiſh'd the glad victor dies! 
REc1iTATIVE. 
Didymus to Valens, 
On me your frowns, your utmoſt rage exert; 
On me, your priſoner in chains. 
* The. Thoſe chains 
Are due to me, and death to me alone. 
Val. Are ye then judges for yourſelves ? 
Not ſo our Jaws are to be trifled with. 
If both plead guil „tis . 198 
That both ſhould 


Yal. 


þ 


Arn, 
Ye miniſters of juſtice, lead them hencez 
I cannot, will not, bear ſuch inſolences 
And as our gods they honour or deſpiſe, 
Fall they their ſupplicants—or ſacrifice, 
[Exit, 


$S CEME VI. 
REgciTATIVE, 

Did. And muft ſuch beauty ſuffer ! 

The. Such uſeful valour be deſtroy'd | 

Sep. Deftroy'd, 

Alas! by an unhappy conſtancy ! 
REciTATIVE. 

Did. Yet deem us not unhappy, gentle friend, 
Nor raſh; for life we neither — — ſcorn ; 
But think it a cheap purchaſe for the prizy 
Reſerv'd in heav'n for puri:y and faith. 

AIR, 
Streams of pleaſure ever flowing, 
Fruits ambrofial ever growing, 
Golden thrones, 
Starry crowns, 

Are the triumphs of the bleſt. 
When from life's du!l labours free, 
Clad with immortalicy, 

They enjoy a laſting reſt 

Dur. 
Didymus and Theodora 
- Thither let our hearts, aſpire, | 
Objects pure of pure deſire, 
Still increaſing, 
Ever pleafing, - 

Wake the ſong, and tune the lyre, 

Of the blifsful holy choir. 

a SCENE VII. 

Irene with the Cbriſtiant. 
RxcirArIvx. 
Ere this their doom is paſt, and they are gone 
To prove, that love is ſtronger far than death, 
CroRUs. 
O love divine, thou ſource of fanny. 
Of glory, and all joy; 
Let equal fire our ſouls inflame, 
And * zeal employ: 
That we che glorious ſpring may 1 
Whoſe ftreams appear d ſo bright below. 


